expect ever to have a visitor again from the world of men, after
such deeds as you have done?"
* The Cyclops took the wine and drank it up. And the deli-
cious draught gave him such exquisite pleasure that he asked
me for another bowlful,
( "Be good enough," he said, "to let me have some more;
and tell me your name, here and now, so that I may make you a
gift that you will value. We Cyclopes have wine of our own
made from the grapes that our rich soil and timely rains produce.
But this vintage of yours is nectar and ambrosia distilled."
' So said the Cyclops, and I handed him another bowlful of the
ruddy wine. Three times I filled up for him; and three rimes the
fool drained the bowl to the dregs. At last, when the wine had
fuddled his wits, I addressed him with disarming suavity.
( "Cyclops," I said, "you wish to know the name I bear. I'll
tell it to you; and in return I should like to have the gift you
promised me. My name is Nobody. That is what I am called by
my mother and father and by all my friends."
(The Cyclops answered me with a cruel jest." Of all his com-
pany I will eat Nobody last, and the rest before him. That shall
be your gift."
' He had hardly spoken before he toppled over and fell face up-
wards on the floor, where he lay with his great neck twisted to
one side, conquered, as all men are, by sleep. His drunkenness
made him vomit, and a stream of wine mixed with morsels of
men's flesh poured from his throat. I went at once and thrust our
pole deep under the ashes of the fire to make it hot, and mean-
while gave a word of encouragement to all my men, to make
sure that no one should play the coward and leave me in the
lurch. When the fierce glow from the olive stake warned me
that it was abput to catch alight in the flames, green as it was, I
withdrew it from the fire and brought it over to the spot where
my men were standing ready. Heaven now inspired them with
a reckless courage. Seizing the olive pole, they drove its sharp-
ened end into the Cyclop's eye, while I used my weight from
above to twist it home, like a man boring a ship's timber with a

